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And Byng, the best of the lot,
Who was broke in the Derby of 3589

Is keeping sheep with Harry Lepel,
Somewhere on the River Platte,

Do they ever think of me at all,

And the fun we used to share ?
It gives me a pleasant hour or two,

And I 've none too many to spare.
This dull blood runs as it used to run,

And the spent flame flickers up,
As I think of the cheers that rang in my eara

When I won the Garrison Cup.

And how the regiment roare<J to a man,

While the voice of the fielders shook,
As I swang in my stride six lengths to the good,

Hard held, over Bosworth Brook.
Instead of the parrot's screech,

I seem to hear the twang of the horn,>
As once again from Barkly Holt,

I set the pick of the Quorn.

Well those were harmless pleasures enough,

For I hold him worse than an ass
Who shakes his head at a nick in the post,

Or a quick thing over the grass0
Go for yourself, and go to win,

And you can't very well go wrong.
Gad, if I 'd only stuck to that,

I 'd be singing a different song.

As to the one I 'm singing,

It Js pretty well known to all;
We knew too much, but not quite enough,

And so we went to the wall;
While those who cared not if the work was done

How dirty their hands might be,
Went up on our shoulders and kicked us down,

When they got to the top of the tree,